THE   BOYS   OF   THE   OLD   BRIGADE
Baiileu! In the wrong train! He commands the
Lanes and finishes the war in the van.
The North Staffords are in trouble; the same old
cause - colonels! Our luck is in - 1 find an Irish
soldier in the line commanding a hundred men,
4Your history? Can I have it?" I ask him in a shell-
hole. "His name? O'Connor, late company sergeant
major of the Irish Guards, and now a captain of the
Ministers/ he replies. cDo you know a fellow called
O'Connor?5 I ask at lunch, cYes5 I think he's good;
the staff captain answers. *Post him to command the
North Staffs/ I say. He transforms the battalion
and electrifies the men in under a week - in the
nick of time.
We head for Houpiines and the re-crossing of the
Lys. What a difference to five months ago, I think,
when Amery-Parkes and Campbell sold themselves
dearly in their great endeavour to dam the flowing
tide. We race the *AS Division on our left - 'the old
*uns3 win, thanks largely to their own pluck and
the scouting efforts of Muirhead, brigade major, for
which he obtains a bar to his M.C.
In Houpiines we meet gas in vast quantities,
Lamb - Muljon we call him - signalling officer and
mess president, who once dared to mix claret with
port, to make the latter go further, and was foolish
enough to think Muirhead of Magdalen wouldn't
notice it - gulps too much and goes down. It looks